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veered and come offshore, and so rapidly did the packed
slob, relieved of the inward pressure of the easterly
breeze, "run abroad," that already I could not see any
pan larger than ten feet square. The whole field of ice
was loosening so rapidly that no retreat was possible.

There was not a moment to lose. I dragged off my oil-
skins and threw myself on my hands and knees beside the
komatik so as to give a larger base to hold, shouting at
the same time to my team to make a dash for the shore.
We had not gone twenty yards when the dogs scented
danger and hesitated, and the komatik sank instantly
into the soft slob. Thus the dogs had to pull much harder,
causing them to sink also.

It flashed across my mind that earlier in the year a man
had been drowned in this same way by his team tangling
their traces around him in the slob. I loosened my sheath-
knife, scrambled forward and cut the traces, retaining
the leader's trace wound securely round my wrist.

As I was in the water I could not discern anything that
would bear us up, but I noticed that my leading dog was
wallowing about near a piece of snow, packed and frozeh
together like a huge snowball, some twenty-five yards
away. Upon this he had managed to scramble. He shook
the ice and water from his shaggy coat and turned around
to look for me. Perched up there out of the frigid water
he seemed to think the situation the most natural in the
world, and the weird black marking of his face made him
appear to be grinning with satisfaction. The rest of us
were bogged like flies in treacle.

Gradually I succeeded in hauling myself along by tlie
line which was still attached to my wrist, and was nearly
up to the snow-raft, when the leader turned adroitly
round, slipped out of his harness, and once more leered
at me with his grinning face.
serve to drain the surface water and dry the land. The
